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DEDICATION. 


Hon zs r WELCKMEN 


FgLLIOW CouNTRYMEN, 
HE invaluable bleſſings ye enjoy, too viſibly de- 
| parting from us in England, by oppreſſive mea- 
fures, and unpopular taxations, induce me to preſent you 
with a little Poem, wrote under one of your mountains, 
in a little neat Cot, ſacred to the Muſe, in an eaſy Elbow- 
chair, and over a Pipe of Tobacco. Should I envy the 
revels of a Court, I ſhould be the ſimpleſt of beings, as 
not moving in my proper ſphere of action; and ſhould: 
I diminiſh ought from my happineſs by ſuch. a pertur- 
bation of mind, I ſhould be of all men moſt miſerable; 
No: let me at leaſt imitate thoſe happy days of innocent 
ſimplicity, when the peaceful ſcenes of ill life, and do- 
' mefſtick tenderneſs were unadulterated ; when the name 
of a virtuous wife was an ornament to: her huſband, and 
the prevalence of faſhion had not taught men in public 
to diſown them. The veſtiges however of antient Britiſh 
| | Virtue: 


11 - DEDICATION. 
Virtue are till to be found. Unpolite as the pictures 
may appear, yet are they Pictures of Nature; and per- 
mit me to add, that penciling them out to mankind (tho 
cognſeſſedly not with ſuch a maſterly hand as they deſerve) 
has given ſatisfaction in the recollection, and pleaſure in 
the execution. Tho" ſtill they are confeſſed to be but 
SKETCHES ; yet ſuch as they be, you will pardon me, 
— Gentlemen, in aſſuring you, that they are entirely at 
your ſervice, by | | 


——_ 
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VPuoQ᷑ur obedient, humble Servant, 


The AUTHOR, 
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E LBO W- CHAIR. 


A RHAPSODY. 
2570 | 
oo Lax or Liszkrr, thou fayor'd-Ifle ] 

Where all the finer Arts in beauty rife; _ 

O may a Son of Science ſafely fing, 

VUndreading of the ſcourge, an honeſt Lay. 
For ſure ſtern juſtice” prieſt will ſoon forbid 
The aRTFUL SOPHIST, yet of courtly ſmile, 
A war to wage, diſhoneſt, mean and low, 
'Gainſt Freedom's native ſons : ſequeſter d here, 
Where the proud Roman drove my native ſire 
Midſt Cambrian mountains, cataracts and rocks, 


5 O Freedom, till unſhackled I remain, 8 
And bravely free will ſcorn a venal Lay. | 
5 With 


La] 
With folded arms along the barren heath, 
Midſt Na ruxz's Wonpess pictureſque and wild, 


— 2 — —— 


—— — 


III nile my uppliant hand i in ng 8 Cauſe : * 
Proud ſycophants, and curſe a Stuart's reign. 


1 cheerleſs winter ſilvers o'er with ſnow, - 
angpo wide: when ring 
151 s th FE vital frame, n C 4 ſoul; — 
Snug then the Poet ſhrinks betimes (as Erſt 
Fam'd Sotrferviite 6 of ola, full pleas” dT week} 
Into his Elbow-Chair : of Britiſh uk. 2 
Soundl às ith maſtet, and of heart more Pure, Oo Þ 
Vet ſemblance not unfit for Britain 8 bons. | mn 5 
Here, as the tomes of learning, 1 furvey, _y d 
A longſome liſt of Heroes, 'Pocts, Kings, | 5 
Preſents itſelf to view. — Ah, how unlike 
Our modern times! For thus Dodona $ 7 > © 
That hears my Plaint, and liſtens to my moan, 
Full oft complains: : Ah, ſee the daſtard wretch 
Of pride, ambition, luxury aud dreſs, PI 
Diſdain thy humble ſhed f How chang'd, d. alas 1 
From times of antient chivalry 1 when health. 
Sat blcoming on the roſy cheek ; and deeds 


__ 
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44 
Of great emprize, and hardy feats of war, 
And tilt or tournament renown'd their days. 


Vu half-ſhav'd boys, ye ſcorn of Albion's coaſt, 
Women of Britain ;. fluſh'd with ſhame, behold. 
"Your antient fires with venerable beard, 

As oft ye view each gallery or aile ! 

Then Engliſh hoſpitality and love; 

Welcom'd each gueſt with undifſembled cheer : 
Then open-hearted frankneſs kindly free 
Stood on the threſhold with a placid ſmile ; 
And with untutor'd look, and honeſt ſoul, 
Would oft invite the weary trav ler in; 
No mimic arts or ſhewy glare of pride 

Could captivate the tender breaſt : but charms 
From manly fortitude deriv'd, and ſtrength. 
Of brawny limb, and noble deeds of arms, 
That made the virgin's bluſhing cheek look pale; 

(Pale as the primroſe, when a ſecret nook 
Shelters its ſweetneſs, yet of ſickly hue) 
Unpractis'd zhen with adulating ſmile, 

So kindly to diſſemble, and deceive. 
And can'ſt thou now, fair tempter, thus diſguiſe 
Thy native thoughts ſo ſcandalouſly mean ? 


Oh 
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Oh learn a leſſon from the Cambrian mad. 
Untutor'd in the ſchool of ly intrigue; 

And whilſt I ling of Roſalinda's charms, | 

Thy ſtreams, O W— | ſhall catch the pleaſing found, 
And waft the ecchoes to the fair one's ear. 


Barcur Pheœbus rays ſcarce tip'd the verdant elm 

With golden light; faint beamed the weſtern {ky 
With ruddy ſtreaks; the Ivy'd Window caſt | 
Reflection ſweet ; and bluſh'd the charms of Eve: 
When journeying, Monmouth, thro'. thy pleaſant vales 
The ſofteſt voice of innocence, and love 
Stole ſilent on my ear: the paſſive air 
Held ſtillneſs to the penſive tale; and oft 
The hawthorn valley and the liſt ning grove 

Join'd melancholy muſick long the dale. 
Ihe rapture ſweet, and extaſy divine | 
When youth and early innocence unite ; 
When native eaſe, and purity of ſoul, 
Confeſs the God impreſs d; when virtue's charms 
With beauty blended innocently ſweet, 

Draw tears in ſign of penitence from men. 
Nor will I envy STzzx his nut- brown maid 
With air inſidious, ſtatuary's pride. 


When 
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When ſimply neat ſhe trips with modeſt ſtep 
The verdant plain ; ſhe ſeeks the ſhady grove, 
Where ſheltered from the heat her kine have ſtray d; 
The well-known voice they readily obey, 4 
And gladſome gambol to the fair one's call. | 
Approaching then in that delightſome year, 
When laviſh Nature paints with varying dies, 
And ſweet abundance of her purple rays, 
Each vermil garden, and each daiſy'd lawn; 
When lovers wounds begin afreſh to bleed, 
With deeper anguiſh in the lover's breaſt ; 
| Then Lovely Careleſs, on her hand reclin'd, | 
Fair Roſalind had rais'd her gentle voice 
To ſing the pleaſures of her happy loves. 
A Quaker's neatneſs in her dreſs appear d, 
The plaits unfolded by the ruſtling gale. N 
A youth, as conſtant as a youth could be, 
Had told his gentle tale: and oft, till now 
(Alas poor maid, unknowing who was there) 4 
Did ſpeaking bluſhes light the ſparkling flame = © 
With modeſt ſtruggling in her tell-tale face. 
Her Damon's ConsTancy and Tzurrn ſhe ſung, 
The ſweeteſt tale that ever ſtole the ear, | 
Or ſtopp d the trav ler on his weary way. 


er | For 
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For hadſt thou quit the Languedocian plain, 
And ſeen, O Sterne ! the modeſt roſes glow | 
With ſweet confuſion in her virgin cheek, 

When firſt ſhe found the liſt'ning ſwain had learnt 
The ſecret dictates of her tender breaſt ; 

The happieſt ſcenes of innocence and love, 

That ever ſmil'd on earth, thy hand might draw. 
With head aſkance, ſhe ſilent ſtrove to hide 

The ſpeaking purple of her cheeks; and fain 
Her fav rite cow, or fav'rite lamb would give, 

If thus her love-lick heart was not betray d: 


Her boſom roſe, and ſwell'd as ſoft, 'and white 
As faking ſnows. WO our: mountain Ss hoar: 


Freſh is the ſcency, O memory! and thou 

| The happieſt bleſſing that attends Wand, 
For then in raptures, oft unknown before, 

I felt the voice of innocence prevail, 

And vow'd a votary to her tranquil reign. 

O like the aged Mentor may I ſteer | 

My bark of life along that troubled ſea! 

T— che pureſt breaſt, and warmeſt heart, 

The friend of man, hath taught me by his ſkill 

« To live is happineſs, and gain to die.” 


FalENp- 


075 


FarsxpsH1?, thou balm of life! thou holy fire, 
Bright as the eyes of angels, which emit ſt 
The ſparks of honour, happineſs and peace ; 
Thou ſpotleſs union, which in ſoſteſt ties | 
On earth, anticipateſt the bliſs of heav'n 
O ſhine upon the tributary Lay, 
Spontaneous offer'd at thy ſacred ſhrine ; 
And warm the verſe which honours that Old Ape, 
That Sabbath Reft; where modeſt Virtue dwells, 
Flows without noiſe, and all around is ſtill. 
Mild is thy, eve of life, my friend:; and bleſt | 
. O bliſsful ſtate, when ics clear and i 
Dares caſt a retroſpective look, and view © 
Calm and ſerene the houſe all peace within! 
A noble Pathos to the ſoul it gives, raf i Ke 
When heir of immortality it claims, | | 
Its native birthright to the realms of 10 


In mental oraſpe other Themes invite, 
And claim indulgence to a youthful Song. 


Aust 


* 
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Auips r yon trees, ſcarce viſible appears 
An hallow'd pile: where pure devotion kneels, 

Nor counts its beads, nor lulls itſelf to re: 

But Reaſon's prayer, the incenſe of the ſoul, 

On wings of Faith, finds ſure acceſs to God. 

«The mould'ring graves in decent order kept— 

New mown the walks — the chiſſel'd ſtone appears 
Freſh in remembrance of ſome parted friend. 

Invited ſtrong by theſe mementoes round, 

To ſeek for endleſs happineſs and bliſs; N 

The chace of pleaſure, eagerly purſued, 1 

Gives place to thought, and Virtne's ſerious lore. {top 

Well, faithful monitors, my real friends, 

- "Theſe hallowed. roofs ſhall own me for a gueſt; 

And oft with neckcloth clean, and: neatly . 

Ny faithful ſtaff ſhall guide me on the rad. 
Which leads ſo decent to the Houſe of aided Cana qua! 
Here recollection many a tale could tell, Nic avi; 27! 

Inſtructive haply to the moral Swain; | 
Had not thy Muſe, O heavenly-penfive Gray 

In Majeſty of thought and true ſublime, -/11/ 1. 
Pre vented long ere this the Welchman's lay. 

To rural ſcenes we turn: where decent mirth 

5 Smiles 


1 


Smiles in each face, and ſparkles in each eye. 


For love of decency becomes the prieſt 

Of white-rob'd innocence and virtue's friend. 
Come then thou guardian of the orphan's woe, 
Friend in diſtreſs, and comforter in want, 
Inſpire my ſoul with pity and ſurprize ; 

As, thus releas'd from Scarron's impious page, 
Or modern Rabelais, a genius rare 
Fantaſtic humour drops her frolic tale; 
Her empire lefi”ning on the feeling ſenſe : 


The traſh we leave to the Exotic ſons 
Of beſtial riot, luſt, and lawleſs love. 


I take thee by the hand, my lib'ral friend, 
(For no compulſion generous pity knows) 
And guide thy ſteps adown this ſſoping hill: 


A Cor there is among theſe uncouth rocks 
(Which heave their ſummits to the realms of day) 
Where Lazour dwells : behold the ruddy boy 
(Freſh as the morn) that meets thee at the door, 
And ſhames, O Bath, the barren city dame 


O'erwhelm'd with vapours, ſicklied o'er with ſpleen. - | 


Curſe on the fiend (for man he cannot be, 
Nor bear the native image of his God) 


* 
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Who grinds the poor, and from theſe healthy babes 
Foreſtalls the daily pittance poor of bread. 
How have I feen them playful oft, and young 
In little mazes hardly trip the ground, 
And bound in gameſome glee | Alas how chang'd ! 
The clinging infant claſps his mother's knee 

With eager importunity, and looks = | 
That ſpeak too plain, both HuxckRx and DisTrEss. 
A father's care, and mother's tenderneſs, 
In tears of poverty and love o'erwhelm'd, 
Serve but to aggravate the heart-felt woe, 


And to complete the Pictuzz or DisTrEss, 


At that fad hour, which ſome true friend requir d. 
Then Britiſh Gzoaxcs, the Tirus of mankind 
(And may a Fav rite ne er diſgrace his reign) 
Reliev'd them pining from the arms of Death, ® 
For this—this timely act of pity's king, 
An honeſt pray'r, by Welchmen oft prefer'd, 
Shall pierce the clouds, and find acceſs to God. 
The Muſe prophetick ſacred truths reveals, 
And fires my fancy at a George's name. 
I ſee his race aſcending Freedom' s throne, 

And hail the day that Wallia's Prince was born. 
| * Referring tothe Alt for importing Beef, Kc. from Ireland 
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For Freedom ſmiling on the mountain's brow 
Shall never, till the mountains fall, expire. 
From off thy ſhoulder may thy languid hand 
Drop lifeleſs to the earth : thou ſordid wretch | 
Who dar'ſt controul the freedom of our iſle, 
Far as remoteſt Ganges may ſt thou die, 

Thy aſhes ſcattered to the whiſtling winds; 
Nor ſhall a tear bedew thy mould ring grave. 
Here Freedom lifts her head; and thou my friend, 
If modern Stateſmen mark thee for a prey ; 

The Muſes Nook (ah ſacred be the ſpot !) 

Shall nearly plain, invite cheœc for a gueſt. 

Then friend to learned eaſe, whate'er thy name, 
Attentive learn the dictates of my ſong ; 

If not a baſtard to the antient race | 

Of native Britons, ſure thy free-born ſoul 

Will nobly ſcorn all arbitrary ſway—, 

Come ſmiling Freedom ! from thy native ſeat 
(Whether the Welchman's Cot, or humbler ſhed) 
Known by thy honeſt ſons, which in thy train 
With patriot front appear: proud of the name, 
Faſt by thy fide the gallant Hampden comes ; 
And Wilkes, with Magna Charta in his hand, 


Confirms 
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Confirms our Liberties, and calms our fears. 
Thou faireſt Nymph, that ever trip'd the ground, 


Behold thy Bal rAIx's offspring and inſpire 


Each Patriot heart againſt OryxRSSTIVEZ Laws: 
Or in her lovely daughter's heaving breaſts, 


T hy generous ardour, as of old, renew ; - 
From them her ſons ſhall catch the godlike flame. 


Fox beauties charms the ſtouteſt heart can tame, 
And make a vaſſal to her potent ſway : 
This Theron knows, and knows alas! too well. 
Since Delia's form has raviſh'd all his foul, 
His thoughts are abſent ; and his vacant eye 
The wide-ſpread landſcape traverſes in vain. 
Not Homer's verſe, nor Ovid's tender moan, 
Leucadia's plaint, nor Virgil's ſmootheſt lay, 
The Britiſh ſatyriſt, nor zrav' ling round = 
The great horizon in a GoLpsmiTH's page, 
Can more delight: alas | the ſhaft has pierc'd 
With rankling ſmart the foldings of his breaſt, 
The Fair- one cautious, ſtifled at the firſt, 
The ſoſt emotions of her ſtruggling heart; 
Till fouls by tender {ſympathy conjoin d 
Th attractive impulſe own : at firſt it burnt 


A gentle 


(13] 
A gentle lambent flame: in penſive ſighs 
Oft heaving kindeſt wiſhes for his health; 
Till growing and increaſing by degrees, 
The maid no longer hid the gen'rous blaze, 
Nor bluſh'd to own the weakneſs of her ſex. 


Now Fare, ſwift traveller! with haſte CY 'd 
Unwelcome tidings to his father's ears. 
„ Soft Delia's female ſweetneſs had o'ercome 
Stern Gripus' only ſonMethinks I ſee 
The picture of deſpair on horror's brow ! — 
Vain mortal ceaſe thy rage: a ſhameful act, 
An act, I bluſh to name in Freedom's iſle, 
Diffoly'd the union of their tender loves. 
A convent holds the fair unhappy maid, 
Where ſilent grief corrodes her tender breaſt, 
And preys upon her carmine bloflom'd cheek, 
Now ſicklied o'er with the hand of death, 
A ſlow conſutnption with a meagre look 
Marks Theron for the grave. O curſed pold, 
Thou bane of human happineſs, and all 
The ſocial bleſſings, wich endear mankind ! 
O friend to pity ! ſay, did heav'n deſign 
The image of its God (whoſe genuine ſtamp 

E 
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Will gain upon the heart, and win the brave) 


Thus baſely to be ſold for ſordid duſt ? 


* Curſt be the man, tho all th Egyptian mines 
Embowell'd, own his maſterly command, 
Whoe'er he be, that ſells his virgin's charms 

For mean and ſordid pelf—.” Be warn'd ye Fair, 
Whilſt vernal- tinctured purple blends your cheeks. 
Midſt ſportive lillies elegantly ſweet ; 

And liſten to the voice of truth and love. 

Ah, how unlike the happy Welchmens loves, 
Where ſmiling health, and placid ſweetneſs dwell ;. 
Whoſe healthy babes oft meet them at the door, 


- Repay their care; and in their future life 


Their ev'ry feature lives afreſh in them. 
O ſtate of bliſs | if ye that bliſs did know, 


Le wedded dames, that only wed for hire; 


And to the arms of impotence and age 


Conſign your virgin charms: bluſh l. grandeur, bluſh !. 


And thou the patroryof this ſhameful—— - 
If bluſhes ere could redden in thy face, 
Confounded, and appall'd, confeſs to God, 
Th' eternal miſchiefs of this cruel law. 


By all the tears of lovers, fathers, friends, 
* See Bewdley, a Deſcriptive Poem, in blank Verſe: 
| 1 will 
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I will conjure thee to repeal it ſtraight, 

And give us freedom in our choice: for know 
That freedom beſt becomes Britannia's ſons, 
But other tales invite the candid ear, 

And were deſcriptive Goldſmith but to ſee 
Von mountain's airy pile; its daring head 
Uplifting to the ſky—and hear the roar 

Of guſhing waters through the hollow tubes,, 
Thund'ring amain to meet Sabrina's wave, 
His happy pencil in the living glow 

Of Nature's colouring would paint the ſcene.. 


Here untam'd Nature ſcorning other aid 
Majeſtically wild, inſpires my ſoul. - 
Come Fancy then, thou parent of the Muſe | 
With flowing veſt, of party-colour'd dies, 
Rich with the ſpoils of ev'ry age and clime: 
Free as the painted children of the fight 
That wanton on the gale, cœleſtial maid, 
O come! and with me range o'er Nature's works 
In loneſome majeſty, and ſolemn pride. 6 
Thy fated eye diſdains the works of art, 
Tir'd with the ſameneſs of the mimic ſcene. 


* Plympton Hills, from whence the Mvern riſes; 


Th 


[26 
Th' excurfive mind in pleaſing horror ſeeks 
The craggy mountain, where with naked eye 


(Which pleaſes beſt, I catch th enchanting view. 


Here towns and villas lie diſperſed, and there 


Rides the tall veſſel o'er the watery main. 
Sabrina's ſtream a far-tetch'd mirror brings, 
Wherein inverted order, caſtles; towns, 


» Irregularly great, ſet off the ſcene. 


O earth, in air, and ſea what wonders riſe, 
Which mock the force of Reaſon's battery, 
And ſhew the great miſtakes of fooliſh man! 
For oh! who can unfathom'd wonder try 
With fancy'd rule, and jargon of the ſchools ? 


Say ſelf- collected, inſolent, and vain! 


As thus I raiſe my teleſcope, and ſhew 


New worlds that glitter in yon fields of light 
(Whoſe twinkling radiance to the Muſes nook 
Directs thy wand' ring ſteps) why has the ſun 


* That the ſublimeſt ſtrokes of the Ancients were caught from con- 
templating, rude, and uncultivated proſpects of Nature, is univerſally 
agreed. The candid Critic will paſs over this flight ſketch with a friendly 
eye, till the Author has an opportunity of availing himſelf of their De- 
ſcriptions, and taking a more accurate ſurvey of the Welch mountains, 
which he propoſes to execute in the Second Part, if this meets with a fa- 


vourable Reception. 
Fulfilled 


1 
Fulfill'd his meaſured 7 journey, while the 1 60 
In Negroe- darkneſs ſteals upon the ſæyꝰ 
Say, why does each conſenting peopled world 
Combine to gird the globe, and guide the year? 
Purfled in robes of light, the milky way 
In neateſt gems, and modeſt ſhining urns 
Scarce viſible appears Direct thy vie, 
Above yon hanging cliff, what wonders there 
Can'ſt thou but paint the beauties of the ſcene? 
And can't thou then with ſtudied boldneſs find 
The ſecret cauſes of this grand machine? 


Hrze could the Mauſe each animated ſtar 
Call by its name: and to my Stella ſhew 
Each planetary world: but thou forbid'ſt 
Great Fontenelle, the Welchman's pleaſing tale. 
A modeſt Lay beſt ſuits a rural ſwain; 
Let me explore the vegetative race, 

And count the inſet tribes ; in the os. 
Of vernal ſunſhine they expand their wings : 
Be this my humble taſk as oft I ſtray - | 
With devious ſtep, along the daiſyed mead. - 
Then ſhrinking eaſy in my Elbow - chair, 
Review the pleaſing labours of the day, 

ee = 


3 


: £ 8 } 
And copy Nature from the Welchmens page. 
O may my life no foulex pleaſures kn rt 
Than midſt theſe rural beauties to admire 
Myſterious Nature's wonderful eſſays! 


To wonder, and admixe: for that becomes 7 Kaba 


The learned wretgh, who ſires by fancy d rules 2 
With Reaſon's eye to loak thro Nature's laws. 

In this be paflive.z fuer not thy ſenſe. Ben ge 
T'uſurp dominion bove ita ſtreighten d bounds:; 
And levelling at God itz wand ding gueſs, x 
Dare bound his nature, and preſcribe big wil 
Whether in leſſer toils I take delight 

To catch the gayly e d butterfly, 


And o'er it read this lecture to my Fair; 


% O may thou ſhun, for ever cautious fm 
< The fpecious arts of ſelf. deluding ſhew 3 | 

e And neatly plain, be like the nymph adom d, 
4 Whoſe boſom feels for innocence diſtreſ d, 
«© Whoſe cars are open to the widow's mj” 
% Whoſe hand the orphan's check from forrow dries.” 
Or, wayward muſing near yon ſloping hill, 

In queſt of foffils I dire# my way: + 2 
Still Na run — in A eee 


See a Collection of n 
publiſhed by a Society of Welch Grathmes, on a charitable deſign. 


. 
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| InneGULARLY great | Carmarthen's rocks 

Majeſtick riſe: and oft the tinkling fall 

Of weeping fountains for their Phillips' death 

Is heard from far. For lov'd in truth he was 

By all that held their Free-born bleſſings dear. | 
And who that darts his eye, and views. theſe cliffs, 
Shapeleſs and rude, which mingle with the ſky,—  . | 
The precipice abrupt—and ragged rock— 

Or ſees the trembling bluſh, which from its ſides 
Reflects its gilded edgings o'er the mead, 
Almighty God | but will confeſs to thee 
The plan was thine, and thine the wond'rous frame? 


Ix this bleſt ſeaſon;* pregnant with delight, 

The Lydian Lute to ſofteſt numbers wake, 

And tune the Lyre to Wallia's. peaceful days. 

Pipe on thou ſhepherd. to the liſt ning maid, 

And melt in mildeſt notes. her tender breaſt, | 

'Th' enchanted flocks forget awhile to ſtray ; 

And all is ſtill—, Save where the Ringwood. cooes 
His conſtant mate to take her. ev ning's reſt. 

The liquid ſtream juſt laves its verdant banks-; 25 


Spring. 


0 2% 
And float harmonious, tremulouſly clear 
The tender notes adowrr the chryſtal wave. 
May peace, and plenty here for ever dwelt ; -: 
No trumpets clangor wake the rural 1 i % IC 


Nor voice of diſcontent aſſault his earl | 
But ſummer ſmiles : and o'er the HERA oF 
Freſh beauties riſe : now from this ſteep aſcent 
Quiak o'er the laughing landſcape dart thine eye. 
Behold the general trafts of heav'nly power, 
Behold the happy climes where freedom dwells ! 
Profuſe of bounty view the herbag'd vale, 
And ſee the rip ning ſheaf in yellow gold, 
Waving its honors o'cr the lengthen d plain 
For PLznTy reigns in Monmouth's happy vales ; 
I ſee the Goddeſs in a flowing veſt 
Redundant on the gale, with - lib'ral hand 
Diffuſing peace and joy: th' enliven'd foul 
Pours forth unnumber'd tranſports at the fight. 
Light as the glancing ray my ſpirits riſe, 
And leaps my heart in extacy and joy, 
All hail, ye ſcenes of rural luxury, 
For ever ſacred, and fr ever dear! 
I take my pencil, whilſt the flowery ſhrub + 
Breaths balmy odours grateful to the ſenſe; 
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And for the canvaſs ſketch a ſhort deſign. 

Von WIN TER-PROE in ſultry ſummer's ſky, 

White as the driven ſnow, firſt ſtrikes my ſight. 

Heav'ns what a proſpe& | if a cruel law * 

Had not devoted to the fatal axe 

The trees, which promiſe to Britannia's ſons 

Delicious nectar : by the ſound well known, 

Which floats harmonious on the weſtern gale. 

Hence my griev'd eyes I turn, where by the fide 

Of yonder ſedgy ſtream, upon a ſpot | 

Rais'd on an eminence from its chryſtal banks, 

A Cnhuxch appears: and near the dome is found 

A verdant patch, on which the tender tribe 

Their gambols blithe diſplay: and here oft times 

The ruſtic ſwain upon the matted graſs, 

Or mould'ring tomb-ſtone ſpreads his liſtleſs length. 

The parſon's houſe with yew trees ſhaded round 

Well known, now mark'd by Sol's declining ray 

Is ſeen from far : and foul befall the man 

That wiſhes ill to ſuch an honeſt ſoul, 

As that ſame parſon is of Gothic ſtructure 

Behold an Abbey fe, with moſs o'ergrown 

Left of the vale ! Here beauty dwelt, and pin d 

Itſelf away, unken'd by mortal eye. | 
. | The 
The odious Tax upon Cyder and Perry. 


My worms are heaſthy, and my e rod 
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The Viſlet ſo, that i in the lowly vale 
| Oft breathes its ſweetneſs to the paſſing ſwain ; 


Dies-in its fragrance, and embalms its grave. 
Ye Gods, what miſchief has Religion wrought” 
Throughout your works !; for by that ſpecious name 
The rigid prieſt * impoſes on the world, 

Betrays the hapleſs virgin, and devotes. 

Her guiltleſs years to miſery and gloom. 


In rural paſtime innocence delights „ | 
And to yon brawling brook I take my way 


With taper rod, and hook of barbed ſteel. 


Here gently ſkims the imitative fly | 


Light o'er the rapid wave—The trout voracious: 
| Eagerly takes his prey — In ſpeckled pride 


Upon the bank he dies. The warrior perch, 


In ſcaly coat aumail'd, invites my ſkill, 


And to the deep I guide my wand ring ſteps: 


Rs- 
* However, it may ſeem a paradox to.affiem-it.z yet nothivg i is. more - 
certain, than that Religion itſelf, thro? the falſe pretences of its furious ad- 
vocates, or miſtaken votaries, has been of great diſſervice to the world. 
No man is a greater advocate for pure and genuine Chriſtianity than the 
Author, yet perhaps he may be permitted to obſerve, that whilſt a ſpirit 
of languor and ſupineneſs poſſeſſes the heart of the Preacher, the enemy 


-. (whether Methodiſt or Moravian) takes the advantage of his indolence 


and neglect, and to uſe the expreſſion of our bleſſed Lord and Maſten, 
* Sows Tares amongſt the Wheat.“ 
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Its truth oft times has try'd ; I'threaten'd here 
The tribes I left behind : and now the ſun 
With tepid breezes tempts the ſcaly fry 
To leave their haunts, and ſkim the wat'ry main.. 
Say, brother Anglers, for ye beſt can tell, 
What charming ſport the greedy perch affords |: 
Or in collected ſpires the eel involv'd, 
Demands a length of line to glut his rage : 
Or ſocial gudgeons black'ning on-the ſand, | 
Might tempt your patient ſkill : the yellow carp, 
All burniſh'd: over with drops of wavy gold, 
Tho' ſhy, and cautious of the ſpecious cheat; 
Has own'd my better art. Unpractiſed then 

Ought to outwit except the ſcaly fry. 
-T hen health, and youthful vigour ſwell'd my veins, 


Then danc'd my heart light as the glimm'ring ray, 


That dimp'ling ſmiles upon the lucid wave :: 


Then low deceit, hypocriſy, and fin, 


Were ſtrangers to my breaſt ; rude and unſkill'd: 
In all the various ſchemes of buſtling lite, 

My books delighted; and my guileleſs years, 
Not once ſuſpected the vile arts of men; 

Till op'ning reaſon ſhew'd me by degrees, 

That dark intrigues, and ſecret plots were laid: 


Ti 
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'Th' hiſtoric page informed me of their wiles ; 
And had I always liv'd, not knowing more 

Of rankling jealouſy, and endleſs care, 

I'de from my ſoul lament the ſcepter d King. 
For did one moment ſpare them from their care, 
Ambitious ſons would think they'd gain'd a heav'n, 
To taſte the bleſſings which from virtue flow. 
O white-rob'd maid with modeſt ſtep return, 
O calm this breaſt, and with a placid ſmile, 


Compoſe the ruffling paſſions that ariſe, 


And wreck in ſudden guſts the tortur'd ſoul ! 


"Tis VIxR ru only that can give content, 
Speak peace to man, when nature looks ll 
And threat ning mountains tumble from their baſe. 


Bor other ſports the Cambrian plains afford : 
Whether with wearied ſtep you ſeek the grouſe, 
By labor harden'd climb the ragged rock, 

Or o'er the barren heath direct your way : 

Or when th' autumnal ſun with milder ray, 
Gilds the low vale, you range the ſtubbled field, 
And thro. the riſing covey's haſty flight 

Direct unerring thunder 


-the twiſting. ſaipe 


Lou l find in plenty here or to her w 
Go bruſh the brak, and ſpring the riſing cock. 
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On if the chace delights: and at the ſaund 
Of deep- mouthed beagles all thy ſoul's on fire; 
Up from the bed of ſloth, thou lazy Cit, 
And meet the morning's freſheſt looks, and hear 
The hills and dales reſound with joyful cries, 
Here bring thy courſer to the ſylvan train, 
And join the mutual cry : for buxom health 
Repays our toil, and o'er the nut-brown jug 
At night the mirthful tale inſpires the foul, 
Here will I fit upon the verdant fide 
Of this known hill : obſerve the merry crew 
With ſenſe ſagacious (as they queſt along) 


7% 


Now catch th' informing gale : what ſweet-ton'd thunder 


Rolls tremulous along the winding vale ! 
For Trimbuſh now confirms the doubtful ftrife, 
And all the pack his well-known voice obey. 
Quick ſee the hare ſkim o'er the leſſ ning plain, 
In view the general chorus loud reſounds. 
Such charming muſick never did I hear; 
For, Somerville ! a cry more tuneable, 
* Was never hallow'd to, nor chear'd with horn, 
Een woods and dales rejoic'd, and join d the cry. 
Swift as the bounding roe yon courſers fly, 
Outſtrip the wind, and ſkim along the mead. 

; H 
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Now to yon grove, where playful oſt and young 


The lev'ret peaceful ſtray d, a refuge there 

She ſeeks in vain : for ah! her ecchoing yell _ | 
With double fury burſts upon her ear. 

In doubling mazes now ſhe ſeeks to foil 


Th' approaching foe : but mind yon fteddy hound 


(whoſe age, experience in the pleaſing chace 

Oft times has taught) now with a glorious thirſt 

Of generous ardor cager ſpeed his way ; 

A certain ſign, that now ſhe {inks—and dies. 

The ſtrepent horn confirms the joyful news, 

And all around ſhrill propagates the ſound. 

Theſe axs THE sroxTS or WELCHMEN : did ye know 
The luxury of ſleep, ye ſons of eaſe, wrt le, 
Oft got by rural paſtime, ye would ſcorn 

The blandiſhments of down, and' all the arts 
Emollient, which diſgrace the race of men. 


I Taxz my pipe now at the fated time, 
And Taroucar (mean while the curls of ſmoke arife 
Around my head) delights to take its fill. | 
Theſe ſports of childhood innocent appear, 
And him; whoſe life no fouler ſtains diſgrace, 
I will abſolve: when ſilver d o'er with age, 75 
_— Then 
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Then peeviſh diſcontent too oft attends 

The ſtep of years: yet * may I ſteer 
My future life, with Churchill's fortune bleſt: 

And tho ſo ſmall a pittance, ſhall I fin 

With vile repinings at the hand 'of God ? 

Curſt be the thought !—Unhappy, Charles, thou waſt 
And yet a bleſſing to Britannia's iſle. 

Thy thoughts were noble; but thy ill ſpent life, 

Ruin'd the fabric of thy fair- built fame. 

Farewel thou meteor that alarm'd the globe, 

Thy blaze was dreadful, but thy time was | ſhort. | 

Adieu once more | I bid along aden 

And caſt at Freedom's ſhrine a penlive eye. | 

The age is wicked, and the back of vice 

Deſerves thoſe laſhes, that thy pen could give. 

Was this the real cauſe, my honour ben 

Acquits thee of the charge: but if the thirſt. 

Of dire ambition, haughtineſs, and pride, 

Th' eccentric mind puſh'd' on to ſeek its bane ; A 

Then thy cold aſhes will I oft reproach ; | 

And Freedom ſhall not own thee for her ſon, 

Some future bard in hiſtory ſhall tell 

Impartial, how it was : for ſober thought 

Scarce credits once the mobiles mad'ning roar. 
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Bur real Patriots (hiſtory can ſhew) Nix: 124 
Our mountains own: Al ſacred be the ſpot ad 
Where Freedom lies! light lie the mould ring 4 
Upon his breaſt: immaculate and l i bat 
Ye lillies ſhade his grave: an emblem meet 
For his grèat ſoul, as ſpotleſs too As ye. da. 263 3d 4 p 
The trembling ſenate often felt the pow'r 1 
Of rigid V irtue ſcorning other aid. ie 115 oe : 
For virtue will abaſh + (that Worceſter been). 
The face of vice, and drive i it to its hole; 
When vile Conzurriox, with the tainted by Jv, 
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Of fell Canidia poiſons half the globe. 5 
So have I ſeen the black tempeſtuous non i los Lap 
Full oft diſpers'd by Sol's all pow rful ray z 


-- When gath'ring ſtorms had threaten d to the 8 * 
Due inundations, and a mourmful ſcene. 
In praiſe of Freedom then I end my ln” a fer . 
Thus crown d with Freedom in my „ 3 
*T was Freedom fitſt I learn d to liſp when Youngs. - WR 
Twas Freedom firſt I eccho d thro”. the vale, 

Twas Freedom firſt my reaſon. taught to loye, 111 1 


And to my lateſt breath I'll own her ſway, _ 


* Sir Watkyn Williams ; Wynne. + It is well, known by all friends to 
Liberty, with what Spirit Sir eee the late 1 erer 
interfering in an Election. ! ya 


„End of the FIRST BOOK. 
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